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SMOKER’S HEART. “WHAT MORE DO YOU WANT?’ SMOKING CUPID’S BRAND. 


Photogravure in blue-black, 12x 16, Photogravure in sepia, 12x 16, Photogravure in sepia, 12x 16, 


Fifty cents. Fifty cents. Fifty cents. 
Hand-colored, One Dollar, 


END for the LESLIE-JUDGE 
Catalogue of Art Prints. Repro- 
ductions of famous drawings and paint- 
ings that have appeared in Judge. Just 
-the place to find that New Year’s Gift 
that has been puzzling you. You can 
have one of these beautiful photogravures 
at prices from 25 cents up. The catalogue 
costs 10 cents. Send for one to-day. 


LESLIE-JUDGE COMPANY 
225 Fifth Avenue New York City 


Trade supplied by the W. R. Anderson Co., 32 Union Square, New York. 











A Kind Santa Claus. 


‘*Santa Claus was certainly good to me,’’ 
declared the suburban resident. ‘‘For the 
first time in twenty years of happy married 
life the quaint old fellow omitted to sting 
me with a box of ill-natured, defective-flue 
cigars, lovingly purchased by the other half 
of the house.’’ 

‘‘But what did the better half give you?’’ 
the thin passenger asked. 

‘‘She gave me an elegant pair of lace cur- 
tains for the drawing-room,’’ he muttered, 
‘‘and the handsomest pillow shams you ever 
saw.’’—Human Life. 

‘‘The automobile race is not always to 
the swift,’’ says the Philosopher of Folly. 
‘‘Sometimes it’s to the hospital.’’—Cleve- 
land Leader. 
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SOME LUCK. 


Slippin’ through the cornstalks like a voodoo doctor’s 
shadder, 
Hummin’ lullabies and grinnin’ back in answer to 
the moon, 
Thinkin’ ‘‘ Lordy how them chillens 
see me comin’ ’’— 
Fer what’s canvas duck to millionaires 
That’s 'possum to a coon. 


ll be glad to 


It Worried Him. 


**Booker is awfully narrow, isn’t he?’’ 

‘‘Narrow isn’t the name for it. Say, he 
asked me yesterday if I believed Santa 
Claus belonged to any church. 
Plain Dealer. 


Caroni Bitters—One (1) pony glass before meals. 
Best tonic and appetizer. No home without it. 
Oct. C. Blache & Co., 78 Broad St., N. Y., Gen’! Distrs. 


An Old Song Rejuvenated. 


I cannot wear the old hair 
I wore some months gone by; 
I’ve laid it on the topmost shelf 
With many a weary sigh. 
No longer are they wearing puffs, 
And rats are quite de trop; 
I cannot wear the old hair— 
Oh, what a cruel blow! 


I cannot wear the old hair, 
For which good gold I paid; 

Red hair is so expensive when 
One gets the proper shade. 


| I felt so dreadful when it was coiffed, 


| 


All little puffs and curls; 
But I can’t wear the old hair 
Alas for Fashion’s whirls! 


I cannot wear the old hair. 
Four switches I must buy 
And wind them round and round my head 
As flat as they will lie. 
My face is far too plump for this, 
My nose is much too long; 
But I can’t wear the old hair— 
It’s altogether wrong! 
—Lippincott’s Magazine. 


The Man with the Gun. 


A traveler going through Breathitt 
County, Kentucky, in 1896, found a man 
sitting on the side of the road with a gun 
across his knees. 

‘‘Belong here?’’ he asked the man with 
the gun. 

ee 

‘*How’s politics?’’ 

‘**Tol’able.”’ 

‘Who are you going to vote for?’’ 

‘‘Well, stranger,’’ said the man with the 
gun, peering down the road, ‘‘if I see Bill 
Smith before he sees me, I’m goin’ to vote 
for McKinley.’’—Saturday Evening Post. 


As a Favor. 
A tramp called at the house of a gentle- 


| man and said, 


’*-. Cleveland | 


| 


‘I’ve walked many miles to see you, sir, 
because people told me that you was very 
kind to poor chaps like me.”’ 

‘*Oh, they said so, did they?’’ 

**Yes, sir; that’s why I came.’’ 

‘‘And are you going back the same way ?”’ 

“lee, oe.” 

‘“‘Then, in that case, will you be good 
enough to contradict this rumor?’’—Cali- 
fornia Christian Advocate. 
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Just Observe for Yourself — 
Pronounced Individuality 
and a Flavor more satisfy. 
ing than mere wordscan 
describe, areBlatz exclusive 
characteristics—so declare 


those who — apoeenee 
character and quality in 


table beer. 








— MILWAUKEE — 


THE FINEST 
BEER EVER BREWED 


VAL. BLATZ BREWING CO. MILWAUKEE 
ASK FOR IT AT THE CLUB, CAFE OR BUFFET 


INSIST ON “‘BLATZ"’ 
CORRESPONDENCE INVITED DIRECT 








"ON 





“LW. HARPER’ 


Whiskey 


RICH AS CREAM PALATABLE DELICIOUS 
EVERY TONGUE" 


Bernheim Distilling Co., 
Louisville, Ky. 


Incorporated 

















In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 
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The Safety that 


is not a Hoe! 





Standard Get, including Stropping Attachment 
and 6 Double-edged, Hollow-ground biades, $5. 


Send fer Booklet today 
DURHAM DUPLEX RAZOR CO., 111 Fifth Ave., New York 
DURHAM DUPLEX RAZOR CO., Ltd., 86 Strand, Lendon 








OLD OVERHOLT 

RYE 

Made only from 
choicest Penna. Rye 
and pure Spring 
Water---aged for 
years in the wood. 

Every pre- 
cious drop is 
mild and mel- 
low. 

There can 
be no better, 
purer whiskey 
for medicinal, 
family or social 
use. 

Distilled and Bottled 
in Bond by 


A. OVERHOLT & CO., 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 














Don’t Wear a Truss 


STUART S$ PLAS TR-PADS are different 
m the painful truss, being made 
‘wolf. adhesive purpose!y to hold the 
rupture in place without = 

buckles or springs—eannot s! 
© eannot chafe or compress 
against the pelvic bone. The 
most obstinate cases cured in the pri- 
vacy ofthe home. Thousands have 
successfully treated themselves without 
hindrance from work. Soft as velvet—easy to 
apply—inex . Process of cure is natural, 
go no further use for trusses. We prove what we 


S08 
AL OF ‘PLA say by sending you Trial of Plapao 


absolutely FREE. Write TODAY, 
Address—PLAPAO LABORATORIES, Block 202 , St, Louis, Mo. 


Cortes AGARS 


“MADE AT KEY WEST— 
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incurring a Curtain Lecture. 


A drawer that is a catch-all seems to be 
part of the equipment of every house. It 
is always in some conspicuous place and 
ever in the mind of the housewife, who is 
in constant horror lest a visitor come across 
it. A North Side home has this kind of a 
drawer in a desk in the dining-room. The 
other day, while a number of guests were 
in the sitting-room adjoining, the man of 
the family went to find something. 

‘“‘Look in the drawer,’’ his wife called 
out to him. 

The man looked, but reported failure. 

**It must be there,’’ said his wife, ‘‘be- 
cause I put everything that was on this 
stand in there.’’ 

**Yes,’’ responded her husband meekly; 
**it looks as though you had.’’ 

There was dead silence for a second and 
then everybody laughed.— Youngstown Tele- 
gram. 


Some Signs. 


| In Mattoon: ‘‘Meals, thirty-five cents 
lunches, twenty cents.”’ 

In Platte Canon, Col.: ‘‘Private grounds 
| You must not shoot or pick the flowers 
| without permission.”’ 

On a State Street optical shop: 

lenses duplicated.”’ 

In St. Louis: ‘‘W. T. McCullough, dealer 
| in artificial limbs. McCullough has gooc 
| legs. Step in and see them.”’ 

In Philadelphia: ‘‘We are the largest 
| slightly used dealers of automobiles in the 
city.’’—Chicago Tribune. 


Like the Weather. 


‘This weather reminds me of my boarc 
bill.’’ 

‘**Going to spring that one about being al 
over due?”’ 

‘“‘No; it’s because 
Youngstown Telegram. 


‘‘Broker 


it’s unsettled.’’ 
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HOW LAPUREE MADE ARRANGEMENTS FOR TELLING THE TIME.— Pele Mele. 


Ought To Be a Wonder. 


Muggins—‘‘Women are gradually usurp- 
ing the places of men. I heard the other 
day of a woman bill collector.’’ 

Buggins—‘‘ Well, if a woman is as suc- 
cessful in running down a bill as she is in 
running one up, she should be a wonder.’’— 
Philadelphia Record. 


His Mistake. 


‘How about Baron Fucash’s ancestral 
castles?’’ 

‘*Well,’’ replied the wealthy father-in- 
law, ‘‘the pictures of them are very pleas- 
ing; but I ought not to have sent an artist 
to look at them. I should have sent a build- 
ing inspector.’’— Washington Star. 


Small boy (to high priest of stately eyuipage) —‘‘ Drive on home, Augustus. 


Basement Was Vacant. 


‘*Did you say you were a month in your 


last place?’’ 


‘*Yes, madam—a week with the family 


| on the top floor, a week with a lady on the 


third floor, a week on the second, and a 
week on the ground floor.’’—Meggendorfe» 
Blaetter. 


His Way. 


‘*The lawyer for the milkman on trial for 
selling adulterated milk must have been in- 
fluenced in his tactics by his client’s busi 
ness.’”’ 

‘*Why so?’”’ 
**I noticed he pumped the witnesses. ”’— 
Baltimore American. 


aes 


I shall walk !’’ 
—London Punch. 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 






































Tender-hearted. 

8; WILBUR D. NESBIT 

R. SILAS PIK- 
. WEED ssteps 
into the long corri- 
ior of the Upthere 
Building. He gazes 
at the row of eleva- 
tor gates, squinting 
with some amaze- 
ment at their iron 
bars. He glances 
apprehensively at 
the elevator starter, 
who, with star on 
breast and brass 
buttons on his uni- 
form, is an impos- 
ng sight. 

‘“‘Is—is there a 
teller of the name 
»f James Raddon in 

in here?’’ Silas 
asks. 

““Yes—1435,”’ 
answers the starter 
quickly. 

‘“‘How long’s he 
been in—been 
here?’’ 

_ “Since last May. 
Want to see him?’’ 

‘‘No, no, I guess 
not.”’ 

And Silas almost 
tiptoes back to the 
street, where he 
stops and sighs and 
murmurs tohimself, 

‘“‘Poor Jim! His 
pa told me the 
number of the 
street where I could 
find him, but I bet 
his pa doesn’t know 





IN BAD. E USED to say, ‘‘Good things 
Visitor—‘‘ Is the proprietor in, sonny ?”’ : ll k ee. 
’ ) ackages’’; now- 
Office boy—‘‘ Yes; an’ by the way that custom- EE EE . 


ers a-jawin’ him in de private office he's in bad."’ 
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THE QUESTION BEFORE THE HOUSE, IS IT A MATCH? 


way. I’ll jest go back home an’ tell his 
folks I couldn’t find the place.”’ 


Price of Fame. 


OQ" WHO would be an Asquith 
And with the Asquiths stand, 
When suffragettes 
With stones and threats 
Run riot in the land? 


The Small Package. 


about it. LIain’t got the heart to let Boggs 
Jim see me while he is in disgrace this that’s all.’’ 


Woman’s Ways.’ 


N WOMAN’S shoe 
She thinks 
Smailness will do; 
But 
For woman’s hat— 
She wants 
Largeness in that! 


In Florida. 
Singler —** Whar 
on earth are you 
taking a picture of 
those dismal sand 
hills for? Why 
don’t you get some 
of the beautiful) 
scenery around the 
hotel ?’’ 
Doubler—‘‘Tush 
tush, old boy! 
These are for my 
wife at home. If] 
send anything else, 
she’ll come down 
and spoil the Christ- 
mas celebration ] 
have arranged.’”’ 


Doing His Best. 
66 ROTHER 
Skinn,’’ says 
the deacon, ‘‘ you 
only put a penny ir 
the collection. You 
know that the Lord 
loveth acheerfu! 
giver.”’ 

‘*Well,’’ exclaims 
Mr. Skinn, ‘‘ Ican’t 
be cheerful if I give 
any more’n that!”’ 


His View. 


Woggs— ‘‘ Where 
was your son edu- 
cated?’’ 

He went to college. 








adays everything does. 





WHEN WOMEN VOTE. 
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NOT SO WONDERFUL. 

Eli Perry—‘* He kin save my coal bills, eh ? By 
gravy, thet hain't nawthin’ so great, seein’ thet they 
don't take up no great amount o’ room. Why, dew 
yew know, I've saved 


JUDGE 


A Ride and a Reason. 


AN INEBRIATED clubman boarded an 

interurban train at the Grand Central 
Terminal the other night, and, shaking the 
rain and sleet from his derby, settled him- 
self into a seat in the smoker. 

“‘T wana get off at One Hundred and 
Twenty-fifth Street,’’ he thickly exclaimed 
to the conductor. 

When the train reached the station the 
conductor notified the wobbly one, who in- 
quired, 

‘*Whasha nex’ stop?’’ 

The conductor gave the information and 
the man passed over his fare. At Yonkers 
the conductor again approached the club- 
man, who again asked to pay his fare to the 
next station. 

After the man had paid his fare one after 
the other to Tarrytown, Ossining, and 
Peekskill, the conductor became impatient. 

**See my friend,’’ he demanded, 
‘‘what do by this sort of 


here, 
you mean 








every one o' my coal bills 
since 1882 an’ I ‘ve got 
*em tucked away in one o’ 
Samanthy’s ole fruit 
jars."’ 


A Rural Visitor’s 
Comment. 

ARMER WICK- 
ENS paused on 
Broadway to stare at 
a traffic policeman 
standing in the mid- 
dle of the street, from 
where he directed the 
foot passengers and 
heavy traffic with as- 
tonishing skill. After 





ai 








a few moments of 
this, the rural spec- 
tetor ejaculated, 

‘“‘By gum! that 
constable may be able to stand in th’ mid- 
dle o’ th’ like that, with all them 
rigs and street cars dodgin’ ’im; but he 
couldn’t do it up at Hodgkin’s Corners, at 
train time, without gittin’ run daown by 
th’ village "bus, I'll bet ye!’’ 


road 


1. When he was a month old we christened him ‘‘ Snowflake.'’ 
HOW LOOKS COMPEL A CHANGE OF NAME. 


ALL FOOLS NOT DEAD YET. 

** What fools these mortals be.’’ 

“ Yes 
thing? Why don’t you get off the train?’’ 

The bibulous one made a brave attempt 
to appear dignified. 

**Il ain’t got any umbrella,’’ he retorted, 
‘tan’ I can asshure you I ain’t a-gona get off 
the train in all this rain.’’ 


e > 
Sores 
phe 


and there's usually one more than we think.’’ 





CHIVALRY TO-DAY. 
‘* Madam, have my strap.” 


Public Opinion Defined. 
By ELLIS O. JONES. 

eres opinion is what we think the 
public is thinking. 

it varies all the way 

public as being dan- 

it has to 

for what 


idea of 
from picturing the 
gerously satisfied with what 
being dangerously clamorous 
it has not. 

If we were sure that what the public 
wanted was exactly the same as what we 

wanted ourselves, 

] then the public would 
h 
/f 
| 


Our 


have an easy time of 
it and the rest of us 
would be in clover. 
But when we belong 
to a part of the pub- 
lic which wants some- 
thing different from 
what the other part 
then public 
opinion must _ be 
looked at askance and 
taken with a grain 
of salt. 


wants, 


Looks Suspicious. 
66g BELIEVE ex- 
cessive smoking 
has affected Smith’s 
mind.”’ 
*“*You don’t say!” 
“*Yes; he was just telling me his new 
fountain pen is a perfecto, with a dark 
wrapper, long filler, and draws beautifully.”’ 


HE man who gets the most of the best is 
the one who smiles at the worst. 


s*on 
* 
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2. In three months we renamed him Mutt. 








The Tolstoiacs. 

6é A&A T LAST,’’ says 

the man with 
the relieved look, ‘‘I 
have found a way to 
stop people from 
talking to me about 
Tolstoy.”’ 

‘‘How do you do 
it?’’ asks his friend. 
‘‘Every other man I 
meet says, ‘Wasn’t 
Tolstoy a great 
writer, though?’ and 
all that sort of 
thing.”’ 

‘‘T simply ask them 


Help the Tired 
Saleslady. 
How To Obviate the Neces- 


sity for Doing Any Shop- 
ping at Christmas Time. 








By FRANK H. WILLIAMS. 
Go money in- 

stead of your cus- 
tomary gifts. Send 
a fifty-cent piece to 
Cousin Jane, instead 
of that pin box cost- 
ing that amount and 
warranted to look 
like it was worth 
three dollars. Send a 
dollar bill to Uncle 




















rene ; “ MONEY MAKES THE MARE GO.” ; 
William, in place of casually to give me 


that fussy, useless ash tray. letter office. Tell your friends what you the names of some of his books, so I may 
Send the mass of junk that you received have done, so they can thank you in person buy them.”’ 
last year as Christmas presents and which for remembering them and also for saving 









has been in the attic ever since. them the trouble of reading all the trash in A Problem for Psychologists. 
Write letters to the persons from whom _ the periodicals. tes FRIEND, the eminent psychologist, 
you expect presents, telling them not to Cut the buttons off some old coat of is sitting with his head in his hands, 






send you anything this year. Tell them  dad’s, place in discarded jewel cases, and mumbling to himself. 













KEEPING HIS FACE. 
Mr. Bunny—** What cowards these dogs are, honey ! See how I make him run!’’ 









ou have started a crusade against sense- label, ‘‘From Napoleon’s coat which he ‘How now!’’ we say. ‘‘What devious 
jess and promiscuous Christmas present wore while at St. Helena.’’ The recipients highway of thought are you traveling?’’ 









giving. Tell them you don’t intend tosend will treasure these remembrances just as *‘Oh,’’ he answers moodily, ‘‘I was just 
them anything, and make yourself the most much as the stuff you had intended sending trying to figure out whether people buy the 
popular person in the town. them. popular magazines because of the pictures 

Subscribe for several of the most popular, Cut the fashion plates from some woman’s__ of actresses in them or in spite of the pic- 
muck-raking magazines for your friends, magazine, paste on cardboard, and label,  tures.’’ 





and have the magazines sent to the dead- ‘‘As you are my friend, it goes without 
saying that you do not 
look like this. Put this 
in your cellar, behind 
the coal bin, to scare 
the rats away.’’ 











The Price of Peace. 
BS. E. KISER 


HE CHILD that 
never frets 
Neglected lies all 
day; 
Few are the toys it gets 
To while the hours 
away. 





























The man who never 
POOR ROLY POLY. kicks 
Mr. Roly Poly—‘* For the last time I ask ycu, Miss Bisque, will Nor murmurs at his 
you marry me ?’’ task— 
Miss Paree Risque —‘‘ Marry you? Never! Why, you have no Is he rewarded? Nix! 
means of support for yourself. So forget it !’’ They only get who ask. 




















ANOTHER CARELESS DRIVER 
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The Cooked Goose. 
T IS. said 

Cook, of Brooklyn, 

has come back. That 

is, to Brooklyn, where 


that Dr. 


the explorer was once 
care-free 
But he can 


a happy, 

milkman. 

never come back into 
the estimation of the public. He would 
have us believe that during the rigors of 
ninety degrees north his mind became partly 
deranged, so that he was not quite sure of 
the Pole when he nailed up the Stars and 
He has 
been on thin ice ever since he got back from 
Etah, and now it looks as though it would 
Let it boil. Now 
that he is once more a resident of Flatbush, 
no doubt he will join the Chautauqua cir- 
cuit, with Bryan and La Follette, and lec- 
ture on ‘‘Poles I Have Discovered.’’ ‘Tis 


Stripes and made his snapshots: 


soon become hot water. 


wondrous strange that the bare possibility 
f his not having been absolutely sure he 
was standing with one foot on top of the 
world never occurred to him until after he 
got his hands on the freedom of the city of 
New York and money enough to drive from 
his mind all thoughts of the necessity of 
ever having to return to his milk route. 
The public has got his number, and there 
is no need for Dr. Miinsterberg, of Har- 
vard, to put him on the witness stand and 
apply his thinking-machine test. When the 
good doctor from Calicoon was sitting in 
his igloo, figuring out on paper how he had 
discovered the top axle, he should have re- 
membered a million-times-greater man had 


said that you can fool some of the people 
part of the time, all the people some of the 
time, ‘but that you can’t pull the wool over 
the eyes of all the people all the time. 

Dr. Cook, your goose is cooked. 


Brief Decisions from the Bench. 
CCORDING to the best information ob- 
tainable, the 1910 death list of football 
has been revised downward. 
It is easy enough to be generous with 
other people’s money. 


As it is one of the best authorities on 


——— 


O>~< 
yy 


PIGS’ FEAT 

financial matters, the following advice of 

the Wall Street Journal on how .» roll up 

wealth careful attention: 

**Roll 

work.’”’ 
Other people besides church 


should receive 
up your shirt sleeves and get to 


organists 


have pipe dreams. 


“HAY FOOT, STRAW FOOT, HAY FOOL, STRAW FOOT. 


Judge’s Caption Contest. 
ry HE AWARD ir 
JuDGE’s Caption Con 
test will be found or 
another page. About 
a thousand captions 
were received, and it 
has been no easy task 
to make the selec 
In every prize contest, whether i: 
be a story or what not, the winner is not 
necessarily the best, but simply the best i: 
the opinion of the judges making the award 
In all cases a different set of judges woul 
have different awards. Doubtless 
many will not agree with the decision ren 


tions. 


made 


dered in this contest. 

On the other hand, the value of the prizes 
should dispel all doubts that the judges have 
been bribed. It is hoped that the contest 
has provided the amusement for which it 
was intended and that all have had a good 
time over same—except the judges. 

In making the award, what was consid 
ered the best caption in all respects was 
first picked out. The rest of the replies 
were then sorted inte the profane, the 
witty, the sentimental, the practical, the 
literary, and the poetic. The best— in the 
opinon of the judges—in each of these six 
groups was selected for the second prize 

It is interesting to note in passing that 
one hundred and forty-two contestants sent 
in the caption, ‘‘My kingdom [or auto] fo: 
a horse.’’ Popular vote would doubtless 
award this one the first prize. The wor 
“*tireless’’ appeared in all sorts of ‘‘permu 
tations and combinations,’’ and came dow: 
the home stretch only just a little ahead of 
the word ‘‘retiring.’’ 

To the ‘‘also rans’’ in the contest, JupGi 
wishes ‘‘better luck next time.’’ 
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A Happy Médium. 
By JOE CONE. 


DON’T want to be rich, 
I don’t want to be poor; 

About half way between’s 
All I could endure. 

Were I rich I would have 
A big auto, I know, 

And then over the side 
Of some mountain I’d go. 


Were I rich I would have 
An a’roplane fast, 
And puncture the earth 
In a heap at last. 
{ would have a swift yacht, 
And prow] the wild main: 
Some day I’d go out 
And return not again. 


Were I rich I would speed 
Like a swift cannon ball; 
But if I’m real poor 
I won’t go at all. 
So it’s bad to be rich, 
And bad to be poor; 
About half way between’s 
All I can endure. 


Not Wholly Despicable. 
06 AS YOUR father a college man?’’ 
asked the sophomore. 

‘*No,’’ replied the freshman; ‘‘but he 
once got into trouble for helping to nearly 
kill a bridegroom and he’s crazy about foot- 
ball.’’ 





A SACCHAROMETER. 
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ery one 
everybody borrows. 


THE WORLD'S MOST DREADED MONSTER, 


The Habit of Borrowing. 


By ROBERT J. SHORES. 


ORROWING is a universal habit. Ev- 


condemns borrowing and 
People borrow every- 


thing, from money to pins, from friends, 
acquaintances, and strangers. 





‘* I declare, deacon, if you are not at that cider ag’in.’’ 


“* Wa-al, you see it has to be watched keerful jist now. 
was gitting hard but after testing a quart it pears mighty soft yet.’’ 


I thought it 


Probably the first case 
of borrowing on record 
was when a rib was bor- 
rowed from Adam to make 
Eve. Since Eve was im- 
mediately given to Adam, 
it was also the quickest 
repaymenton record. And 
Adam received interest on 
the loan. Originally he 
had only a rib, but after- 
ward he had a ‘‘rag anda 
bone and a hank of hair.”’ 

People do not draw the 
line at borrowing retail; 
they want to borrow 
wholesale. Thus Antony 
in opening his speech to 
the Romans, said, ‘‘Lend 
me your ears,’’ just when 
the owners had most need 
of them. So the magician 
to-day says, ‘‘ Kindly lend 
me your attention.”’ If 
you go about where men 
are working, you will 
often be requested to 
‘‘lend a hand,’’ and more 
than one man has heeded 
a request to ‘‘lend his in- 
fluence,’’ aid never got it 
back. 

Strangers come up to 
you on the street and ask 
you to let them have the 
time of day, and when a 
man wants to sell you 
anything he generally be- 


gins by asking if you can spare an hour. 

I may have borrowed some of these ideas, 
but if I have I don’t know who owns them, 
so there’s no use trying to give them back. 


A Hobble Psalm. 


ELL me not in mournful mumbles, 
Hobble skirts are here to stay; 

For the maid, each time she stumbles, 
Vows she’ll throw the thing away. 


i f 











FRIDAY KNIGHT.” 


A Truant Tragedian. 
66 E RANTER claims to be an actor of 
the old school.”’ 
‘“‘His work makes me think he must 
have played truant most of the time.’’ 


An Open Letter to the Public. 
66 uu." 
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Some Queer People. 


6é64,7ES,’’ said the barber at the 
Public Utilities Club, ‘‘I 

have seen some queer people 

in my day, but I think the 
rummest customer of the lot 
was a chap that came in the 
other night in a fearful hur- 

ry and wanted his hair cut 
and ashampoo. He was the 
most particular cuss I ever met, and he in- 
sisted upon sitting there and keeping an eye 
on the whole business, just as if he was 
afraid we didn’t know what we were doing. 
The manicure looked at the barber out of 


” 


the corner of her eyes. 
‘‘What’s the matter of you?’’ 
manded. ‘‘Are you crazy?’’ 
*‘Not that I know of,’’ said the barber. 
**What makes you think that?’’ 
*‘Oh, nothin’,’’ the 
*‘Only I don’t see anything queer about a 
man wantin’ a hair-cut and a shampoo; 


she de- 


said manicure. 


before yesterday, howling 
with pain. He almost 
fainted in my chair, and 
begged me to get busy 
before his agony drove 
him crazy. I naturally 
asked him which foot he 
wanted attended to, and 
he stuck out his left. I 
undid his shoe laces and 
removed his sock, and, by 
ginger! it was the most 
extraordinary case I ever 
saw. Ibroke three 
blades, and finally had to 
use a gimlet to put him 
in shape.’’ 

This time the barber 
was the one to scrutinize the other anxiously. 

‘*Talking about crazy people,’’ he ob- 
served, tapping his forehead significantly 
with his forefinger, ‘‘there’s a clean case 


THE HOME BRUTE. 


** Did you miss me while I was away, John, dear ?’’ 


** Well, yes 
it was.’’ 
and how he could have it done without sit- 
tin’ around and keepin’ his eye on the job, 
I can’t imagine.”’ 
‘“‘Oh!’’ laughed the barber ie 
Well, I forgot to tell you that the feller 


” 


see! 


wore a wig. 
**No!’’ cried the manicure incredulously. 
‘*Yep,’’ said the barber; ‘‘and he insisted 
on holding it on his lap while the barber 
clipped the hair off it, and when it came to 
the shampoo he got awfully mad because 
the old thing slipped out of the barber’s 
hands into the water.”’ 
**Well, I declare!’’ said 
‘*T guess for cranks he’s the hardest to beat 


the manicure. 


yet.”’ 
*‘I can beat him,’’ said the chiropodist. 
**T had a feller come into my place only day 


I knew I had missed something, but it was three days before I could figure out what 


of dip. The idea! 
Taking a gimlet to 
cure a feller’scorns! 
Now, if you'd said 
corkscrew, I might 
have believed you.”’ 

“I didn’t 
because 


say 
corkscrew, 
my story is a true 
one and I didn’t use 
a corkscrew,’’ said 
the chiropodist. ‘‘I 
said gimlet, be- 
cause a gimlet was 
what I used.”’ 

“On a corn?” 
cried the manicure. 

“Well, no, not 


WE AIM TO PLEASE. 


Old lady (who has come aboard during heavy rain) —‘‘ How nice of 
these railroad folks to have a clothes line up. 


I'll jest hang my 
shawl up to dry.’’ 


exactly,’’ smiled the chiropodist. ‘‘ You see, 
the feller had a wooden leg, and the thing 
that gave him so much trouble was a pine 
knot in the middle of his little toe.’’ 


An Artistic Romance. 
By ROSCOE GILMORE STOTT. 
A FLAGG-MAN loved a Stanlaws-girl, 
On a Blendon Campbell day ; 
The two dreamed great and mystic dreams, 
In a Maxfield Parrish way. 
But the Flagg-man, in informal mien, 
Confessed himself engaged 
To a very stunning Gibson-girl ; 
And the Stanlaws-girl, enraged, 
Declared she, too, had once been won 
By a stately Gilbert-man, 
Who loved her tousled Brinkley hair, 
As a Gilbert only can. 
Then the maddened Flagg-man said that he 
A coalman thought quite low; 
But a fair Cole-lady caught his eye— 
So neat from head to toe! 
Just then a Christy-girl strolled by, 
And a Brehm-man held her hand, 
So the lovers ceased their little tiff 
And prompt elopement planned; 
And they sealed it all (Home Journal-lixe) 
With a Harrison Fisher kiss, 
And rode away on a Remington horse 
To a land of advertised bliss! 


Suffragette Slogan. 
G° WEST, young woman, if you want to 


vote! 


“CORRESPONDING SECRETARIES.” 
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Looking Forward. 
By CAROLYN WELLS. 
REMEMBER, I remember 
The aeroplane I bought; 
The others had them in our set, 
And so I thought I ought. 
The first time that I started out 
It scared me ’most to death; 
It took away my courage, and 
It took away my breath. 


I remember, I remember 
How hard I tried to fly; 

I thought I’d just soar gently up, 
Then skim along the sky. 

Alas! the engine wouldn’t work, 
The motor wouldn’t mote; 

I’d rather ride a skittish horse, 
Or sail a leaky boat. 


I remember, I remember 
How I progressed in skill, 

And I contrived to make the thing 
Almost obey my will; 

And how I asked to be my guests 
’Most every one I met— 

Though many of them went with me, 
A few are living yet. 


I remember, I remember 
The coldness when we rose; 


And though we vowed that it was fine, 


We very nearly froze. 

The earth is good enough for me, 
I’ve had enough of sky; 

I like it farther off from heaven 
Than when I tried to fly. 


Trouble in the Air. 


Husband—‘‘You don’t go shopping with 


Mrs. Nearby any more?’’ 


Wife—‘‘No; the last time we went she 


wanted a remnant that I wanted.”’ 


— are short story writers who can’t 
get rid of their stock of manuscripts 


because they have watered it too much. 








GETTING THE BEST OF IT. 
Farmer Josh—*‘ Look at that—we ’re done ag’in."’ 
Farmer Gosh—*‘‘ What be it, now ?’’ 
Farmer Josh—‘‘ There ’s a middleman got the ‘ goods.’ ’’ 


The Specialist’s Advice. 
66 OCTOR, sometimes I feel awfully 
blue.’’ 
‘*When you feel that way, just put on 
your best clothes and take a walk down- 
town and buy a copy of the new JuDGE.’’ 


Are We Treating Our Rich Properly ? 
By ELLIS 0. JONES. 

O NATION can endure which does not 

take proper care of its rich. Rich 

people put the finishing touches to the social 








“MY SON, JAKEY.” 





fabric, round out the culture 
scheme, and help to make a cred- 
itable showing in the eyes of the 
world. It behooves us, therefore, 
to keep them on our minds and, if 
necessary, on our shoulders. 

Are we doing the right thing? 
Have we resolved their care to a 
demonstrable, scientific proposi- 
tion? It stands to reason that 
we should give them neither too 
much nor too little. We should 
not, for instance, treat them as 
we would a flock of turkeys dur- 
ing the ante-Thanksgiving period. 
The principle is entirely different. 
We expect to keep them with us 
always, not to send them to the 
slaughter. Nor must we over- 
feed them, so that they will fall 
into disease or in any way become 
a burden to themselves. 

On the other hand, we must 
not stint them in the slightest 
degree, for then they will not be 
rich or able to perform the du- 
ties of the rich as such. To 
strike a happy medium in all 
eases is, of course, difficult; 
but so is aviation difficult, and 
yet see what tremendous results 








we have achieved in that field of endeavor. 
While there is absolutely no reason for our 
being pessimistic, we should in nowise 
abate our watchfulness. 


Somedrops. 


Dg tee little raindrops, 
Sparkling on the street, 

Make a lot of hard drops 
When they turn to sleet. 


) famous writers advise young au- 

thors to throw their first efforts into 
the waste basket. This is superfluous, as 
the editors generally do that. 





SECOND CHILDHOOD. 
** You ’d scarce expect one of my age 
To speak in public, on the stage.’’ 
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£ WEHAVE WITH US TONIGHT 
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OOSEVELT, THEODORE.—He was born in 
New York City of wealthy but Holland- 
ish parents, and the first time he said 
**Da, da!’’ there was a street-car strike 
in New York City and a bomb was ex- 
ploded in Paterson, N. J. He was so 
precocious that he was able to make a 
public address with two I’s to a sentence 

before his boy friends were able to pronounce anything more com- 

plicated than ap-ple. After running the Legislature for a while, 
he decided to go West, young man, and take a course in bear-bait- 
ing and bronco-busting, to be ready if he ever wanted to open up 

a dark continent. Having subdued the West, he came back and 

put the navy on its feet. When the altercation with Spain broke 

out, he banded all his cowboy friends together, under the name of 

Rough Riders, and Balaklavaed up San Juan Hill. The enemy did 

not know who was leading the charge or they would not have been 

foolhardy enough to dispute the situation. After it was all over, 
they regretted that they had not discovered the identity of the 
colonel in time to withdraw. On the political checkerboard he 
was jumped to the presidential row. He scuffed up the first chair 
of the land more than all its former occupants. Before he sat 
down in it, it looked bright and golden, just as if it had come out 
of a furniture shop; but when he called Taft over to try it, the 
thing looked as though Noah had used it on the side of the ark 
devoted to tourists. After he had safely seated Taft in the White 
House chair and had shown him the electric fans and the water 
cooler, Roosevelt struck for Africa. Pins could be heard dropping 
all along Pennsylvania Avenue, and Washington became a som- 
nambulistic sister of Philadelphia. The two were known as the 
sleeping beauties, and soot began to settle once more in Pitts- 
burgh. After receiving word from the Smithsonian Institution, 
while he was in Africa, that it could not possibly rent any more 
storage space, he packed his trusty fountain pen and sailed for 

Oyster Bay, where he is now idling his time away, stirring up 

political conventions, speech-making, riding, boxing, prognosti- 

cating, declaring, denying, and youareanother-ing. 








ARUSO, ENRICO.—Oh, get out the caruso- 

G phone—company’s coming! In nearly 
every American home there are two or 

three Caruso disks. He is fast pushing 
the Bible off the center table and into the 






/ ig top drawer of the commode in the guest’s 
Ge : room. Although it’s nice to be wound 
e, up and sing in thousands of homes each 
<<“ night, poor old Italiano Caruso has trou- 


an bles of his own. Old Man Hard Luck is 


always stepping on his heels. If it isn’t 
domestic troubles in Macaroni Land, it’s 
something else in a monkey house. But—sh-shhh!—that must be 
hurried by. He was a perfect gent all the time, he says. He is 
buttered bread to the Black Hand brigade. He never has to put 
ten cents in a directory to get big mail; he gets it without that— 
even though most of it is black. Signor Caruso has his own 
wilderness of woe to fight through. His ambition is to make 
$1,000,000 a year singing, but the poor man has to struggle along 





on $300,000 a year. Cousin Caruso’s voice is always failing. 
Whenever news gets dull, his voice begins to fail; but it has 
never failed in anything yet more than to make amillion. To 
protect himself from the dreaded onslaught of the brigade of 
Black Handers, Caruso carries a sword cane. Being an artiste, 
naturally Caruso wants to be an artist. All his time not given up 
to dodging Black Handers and answering co-respondent charges 
he spends in making thumb-nail sketches. He averages two or 
three a month. A committee from the Academy of Design has 
not yet called upon him and begged him to give up his operatic 
work for art. He is a greater artist under the proscenium arch 
than on the easel. When Caruso goes down to have his hair cut 
on shipboard, the passengers flock around and hang just outside 
the door. After he has gone, the barber sells strands of his hair 
as souvenirs. Even though co-respondents and Black Handers 
beset and weary a musician, his life still has its sweets—he can 
get out of tipping a transatlantic barber. 





ILEY, JAMES WHITCOMB.—When 
James Whitcomb had safely got through 
his mud pie and green apple days, his 
father locked him up in his own office 
with a quarter-leather copy of Black- 
stone and told him to become a lawyer. 
But James was not yet ready to settle 
down to the business of becoming Presi- 
dent when the big, busy world was 
throbbing away no farther off than 
Terre Haute; so’ when a _ pain-killer 
troupe came to his native heath of 
Greenfield, Ind., he got a job as appren- 
tice drummer. That is, he carried the front end of the bass drum. 
Turning his back on the presidency and Blackstone, he set out to 
see the world. He rose rapidly in his profession, and in three 
days was made drummer and his fame and fortune seemed assured. 
In a medicine wagon, with two horses so poor as to cast only one 
shadow, the troupe set out overland for the bag of gold at the 
rainbow terminus. Riley was a willing and vigorous drummer 
and would thump the head as long as anybody would stay within 
hearing; but the Indiana public wasn’t yet educated in classical 
music, and so the troupe found that the money was a gold brick. 
One night the manager bought the horses a full feed, and the next 
morning the troupe broke up. The prodigal began looking around 
for corn husks and wondering if the fatted, white-faced calf had 
yet been sold. Homeward he worked his way by painting signs 
on fences and bridges; being a musician was all right, but paint- 
ing hardware and cough-medicine signs brought in at least two 
meals a day. When he got back, Greenfield looked like Broadway 
during a Hudson-Fulton week. It took him a long time to get 
used to the changes: the corner store had got a new Star tobacco 
checkerboard, there was a new drum of manila rope behind the 
counter, and the post-office had posted a new weather forecast. 
Then he joined a newspaper. It broke up. There was nothing 
left for him to do but to turn to poetry. The curb verse market 
was away down, but Greenfield’s prominent young musician 
brought Pegasus out of the livery stable of meter and metonymy 
and leaped into the saddle. It was either that or paint signs, and 
James said he preferred an indoor profession. He made a Paul 
Revere ride to the Old Swimming Hole, and ever since editors 
have been coming around to Lockerbie Street and begging him to 
get into their automobiles and jot down a few of his random 
thoughts for a three-color, double-page display. His poetry stock 
is going quick and snappy, and the only cause for worry he now 
hassare the tourist ladies who blockade his street and snip the 
flowers off his front lawn. So many tourist ladies do sentinel 
duty around his house that it exhausts all his ingenuity to get 
down to the corner grocery for a game of checkers with the boys 
without being seen. As the phalanx parades up and down with 
cameras trained, he sometimes sighs and wonders if he could get 
his old job of sign painting back. 





Hemer Crey. 
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Salvage—a Romance of To-day. 


By JOHN KENDRICK BANGS. 


AC ALISTER held the let- 
ter in his hand for some 
time, hardly daring to open 
it, although the special-de- 
livery stamp in the upper 
right-hand corner seemed 
to intimate some urgency. 
It had been far from pleasant for him 

the night before to see all the highly cher- 

ished and romantic edifice of his dreams o 

the past year topple down into chaotic ruir 








“BAH! BUT THIS ICE-CREAM SUNDEE TASTES F 


In turning upon him as she did, Marianne 
seemed in MacAlister’s view to have no 
justification whatever, and when she had 
intimated in no uncertain terms that he was 
rather in love with her fortune than with 
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herself, he winced. Perhaps in the last 
analysis this was true, but it hurt him to 
have the suspicion laid so coldly before him. 
Assuredly it might be said in his favor that 
he had not stinted him- 
self in expenditures on 
her account, and, if the 
truth were told, it would 
orobably appear that he 

ad not only spent much 
or her entertainment, 
but more than 
he could afford. 
Anyhow, when 
she flung this 
little sugges- 
tion at him, he 
had risen and 
started toretire 
with all the dignity at his com- 
mand; and Miss Starbuck, seeing 
that she had gone too far, endeav- 
ored to make amends, or at least 
to recede from an untenable posi- 
tion. 

‘*Perhaps I should not have said 
that, Arliss,’’ she said, addressing him un- 
consciously by his first name. ‘‘Your— 
your proposal has come upon me with such. 
overwhelming suddenness that’’—— 

‘My dear Marianne,’’ he observed, with 


UNNY,” 


DON QUIXOTE UP-TO-DATE. 


Ex-domestic—*' Poor harse! 
yer job beca’se av th’ autymobile; an’ it’s Oi thot’s jist been bounced fer 





SYMPATHY. 


Oi know jist how bad yez feel! Yez hov lost 


th’ loikes of a vacuum cleaner !’’ 


admirable self-control, ‘‘you have said it 
whether you ought to have done so or not, 
and for the moment I can’t get the unhappy 
fact out of my mind. You have wounded 
me deeply, and the only thing left for me 
to do at the moment is to leave you. I am 
not going away angry, but I think you will 
be able to see more quickly and more clearly 
when I am no longer here what an injustice 
you have done me. Should you desire to 
see me again, a note addressed to me at the 
Dabsters’ Club, before five o’clock to-mor- 
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1. *‘ Squire Sancho, seest thou yon bunch 

of wronged and beautiful maidens? I will 

seek out their traducers and avenge their 
wrongs.—— 


2. Most fovely, fair, and beauteous maids! 

Put me but wise to the guys that have oppressed 

and betrayed thee, and by the left ear of the great 
Hoax, I will wipe out the false traitors ! —-— 





3. Whisper to me but the names of the cruel 

monsters, and by to-morrow’s glorious sun you shall 

once more be able to hold up your proud and ex- 
quisite heads among your fellow creatures. 











SAY! WHAT 
Do You THINK 





















MORE LIKE 
SUFFRAGETTES 




















4. Cheese it, fair ladies, and wax not wrath- 5. ———- Hold, women! Enough. The mighty 6. Ah, good Sancho! I have made a griev- 
ful. I am the mighty Don Quixote, the uplifter of truth hath just burst in upon me that I am in ouserror. That was a flock of mighty Amazons 
bad! whom no mortal man can lick in single combat !’’ 





the downtrodden, and shall not betray you. 
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CONVINCED. 
“Gee! I thought nurse was only stringing me 
when she spoke of the sandman. Wish now I 
hadn't made so much of him.’’ 


row afternoon, will reach me. Good-night.”’ 

He shook her hand in a perfectly friendly 
fashion and went out. All the next day he 
waited anxiously for a possible summons to 
return, and now the dusky-hued bellboy of 
the Dabsters’ Club had brought him the lit- 
tle, blue envelope with the special-delivery 
stamp in the upper corner. For a long 
time he sat and gazed at it. The handwrit- 
ing was not familiar; but, then, there was 
nothing extraordinary about that, for he 
had never been far enough away from Mari- 
anne’s side for it to be necessary for her to 
write to him, and so he had no recollection 
of ever having seen her handwriting. Of 
course, he thought, the letter must be from 
her. Who else, indeed, would be writing 
him at this precise, psychoJogical moment, 
and by special-delivery post at that? He 
tore open the envelope, and for a full five 
minutes sat staring @ its contents, as well 
he might, for the latter IBD ) was type- 
written and ran as follows: — 

8979 Fifth Avenue, New York, 
January —, 191 
Arliss MacAlister, Esq. : 

Dear sir—In spite of our repeated re- 
quests for a settlement of our account, we 
have had no word from you for over a year. 
In_compliance with your orders we have 
sent ten dollars’ worth of roses and lilies of 
the valley regularly every Saturday after- 
noon to the residence of Miss Starbuck, for 
thirty consecutive weeks, and we must in- 
sist upon an immediate settlement for this 
service. We cannot afford to let accounts 
of this kind run into large figures, and we 
feel that, now that the bill amounts to three 
hundred dollars, we are justified in making 
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this request. We beg to add that if we do 
not receive your check by noon to-morrow, 
we shall assume that you desire to have the 
account sent to Miss Starbuck for settle- 
ment. 
Awaiting your reply, we are, 
Very respectfully yours, 
Stone, Jarr & Co., 
Florists. 


MacAlister. 


"? 


“By Jove! 
‘‘What an idea! 
Inquisition !’’ 

Then he tapped the bell, and the dusky 
lad answering it, he said, 

‘‘Simeon, just get Colonel Starbuck’s 
house on the "phone, and ask if Mr. Mac- 
Alister can speak to Miss Starbuck.’’ 

In a few moments the boy returned. 

‘*De goil on de ’phone say dat Miss Star- 
buck done gone to Bermudy all of a sudden, 
said 


muttered 


Worthy of the Spanish 


, 7 


on de ship sailin’ diss yere mornin’, 
he. 

‘Thank you, Simeon,’’ said MacAlister; 
and then, addressing himself, he added, 
‘*‘Bermuda, eh? and no letter for me! 
Well, I don’t know—that isn’t such a bad 
idea of Stone, Jarr & Co., after all. The 
opera tickets and the theater parties and 
the confectionery are a dead loss, I guess; 
but there is some salvage from the wreck, 
after all.”’ 

And tearing up the blue-paper missive 
from the impatient florists, MacAlister 
threw the bits of paper into the waste bas- 
ket and started that night for Pasadena. 


Common and Proper 
66 HAT is the difference,’’ said the 
teacher, ‘‘between a proper ‘noun 
and a common noun?”’ 

The answer was not devoid of logic, but 
rather unexpected. ‘‘A proper noun is a 
noun used properly, and a common noun is 
a noun used commonly.”’ 


ROCKY TALK. 
Old Rock—‘‘ Don’t you know that a rolling stone 
gathers no moss ?”’ 
Young Roller (just landed from the top of hill)— 
** Neither does a moss-gatherer ever make a splast 
in this world.’’ 


Afterward. 
(From a clerk's standpoint. ) 
By CHARLES C. JONES. 
Each department’s in full swing, 
Xmas isn’t over; 
Come the hosts with everything— 
How the presents hover! 
Ah, I’m sure it is no joke— 
None will dare deny it! 
Gracious! what a lot of folk 
Ev’ry Christmas try it! 
His Substitute. 
66M)0OESN’T your wife ever object be- 
cause you devote so much of your 
time to politics?”’ 
*‘No. She has a dog that she is very 
fond of.”’ 
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WHY HE MOURNED. 
O” Toole—‘‘ An’ why are yez wearin’ mournin’, Muldoon ?"’ 


Muldoon—‘* Shure an’ Oi hov t’. 


Th’ iditor ov a magazine Oi 've been takin’ wrote me yis- 
terd’y an’ sed thot me subscripshun hod exphired.’’ 
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“Seeing America.” 
By EDWIN L. SABIN. 

LL READY! All abo-o-oard! 
Wait a minute! Hurry up, 
there! Just room for one 
more. Move along a little, 
please, and give the party a 
seat. All ready? Let her go, 
Mike! Sit tight, everybody. 
Here—we can’t have that kid 
throwing things out! His hat? 
Well, somebody in New York 
will find it. Now, ladies and 
gentlemen— Wait! If you eat 

bananas in this car, you must retain the 

skins. All right. I merely follow the 
regulations. Now, ladies and gentlemen, 
as we rise to the altitude of one thousand 








monoplane 
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A TONSORIAL SUGGESTION 


eight hundred and sixty-four feet to avoid 
a new skyscraper, to the east, or behind, 
lies the broad Atlantic; to the north, or 
right, is Boston. That cold breeze is from 
Boston, not from the North Pole. To the 
southward, or on the left, is Washington 
City, the capital of our great nation. That 
shiny spot is the dome of the Capitol build- 
ing; that darkish spot, with whitish tinge, 
similar to it and below, on the ground, is 
President Taft playing golf. 

‘We are pointing due west, and are now 
out of New York. New Yorkers, however, 
need not be alarmed. Ahead are the Great 
Lakes. We are about to pass over the city 
of Cleveland. That puddle you see is Lake 
Erie. Passengers who like may dror out 
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THE BUGVILLE MOTOR-BOAT CLUB HOLDS ITS ANNUAL REGATTA. 


far enough to dip up a bottle of Lake Erie, 
for a souvenir or to compare it with Lake 
Michigan, which also is in our route. But 
to save the trouble of getting back, the at- 
tendant in this car is provided with bottles 
of Lake Erie, which retail at only two bits, 
twenty-five cents, each. He will now dis- 
tribute them, on request. Some passengers 
like to bottle the smoke of the various 
cities. Bottles may be obtained, empty, 
from the attendant, at ten cents, one dime, 
each. The large, extra strong bottles nec- 
essary for Chicago are fifteen cents each. 
That blur ahead is Chicago. No, it isnota 
thunderstorm. 

‘‘Now on the right is Detroit City, fa- 
mous because of the Detroit Tigers; on the 
left is Toledo, where the mayor of Toledo 
lives. What’s that? I didn’t catch the 
question. Those small spots? Tiffin and 
Kalamazoo. No, ma’am; we don’t stop at 
Kalamazoo to save freight on any stove. 








‘‘Chicago, Chicago! Everybody tumble 
out for Chicago! That is the only way to 
see it. Excuse me! Only a joke! Of 
course it is impossible to tumble out of our 
machines. We never have had an accident 
of the kind since we’ve been operating. 
Yes, ma’am, this is Chicago below. How 
do I know? Because I can’t see it. If you 
could see it, then you’d know it wasn’t. 
Certainly, call that a joke if you wish. 
No, sir, we don’t stop here. Now, as we 
proceed, passengers on the north side will 
smell Milwaukee, on the south Peoria. 
Sorry, sir, but teetotalers must sit in the 
middle, then. They had their turn over 
the lakes. The attendant will distribute 
bottles of Michigan water, same price as 
Erie water. No charge for Chicago flavor. 
No, sir, we don’t go to Milwaukee. No, 
sir, we don’t go to Peoria. 

‘*Below us is the Mississippi River. Sou- 
venir bottles of it for sale by the attendant. 





WHAT DID PAPA SAY? 
Visitor (being shown some juvenile efforts) —‘‘ Remarkable drawing for a child."’ 
Artist (proudly) —‘‘ Yes. All my children are artistically clever.’’ 
Visitor—‘‘ Really! Why, your wife must have talent.’’ 
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To the left is St. Louis, also East St. Louis; 
adjacent to it, beyond, is Kansas City. To 
the right are Minneapolis and St. Paul. 
Kindly do not mix them up until we are 
well past. That yellowish streak is the 
Missouri River. The attendant has sou- 
venir bottles. 

‘All the country before and 
checkered with yellow and green, is the 
Great American Desert, plowed up and 
planted. No, sir, that dull, murmurous 
sound is not buffaloes on the stampede. 
You are from New York? I thought so. 
It is steam thrashers at work. No, bub, 
those ain’t Injuns on the warpath. Those 
are cowboys herding dairy cattle. See 
their automobiles? Passengers kindly keep 
their high hats inside; the cowboys some- 
times shoot at them. 

‘‘Tnat bumpy ridge ahead, with white 
streaks on it, is the Rocky Mountains—the 
celebrated backbone of the North American 
continent. We are about to pass directly 
over the city of Denver. The hissing sound 
you hear is people wetting their lawns. 
Those little dots moving so rapidly about 
are tourists. That grayish-green wart, 
south, with the white tip, is the famous 
Pike’s Peak, named because from it you 
can see Pike County, Illinois. The speckled 
appearance is more tourists, gathering 
rocks and flowers for souvenirs. Now, in 
crossing the Rocky Mountains, we shall do 
so low enough for any one in the car who 
wishes to pluck posies at snow-line. There, 
lady, you got a nice one; and so did the 
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AN UNEXPECTED APPEARANCE. 
** Come on, fellers! Santa Claus is comin’ down the chimbly in his airship.’’ 


JUDGE 


gent. No, I never heard 
of anybody scooping up 
gold. No, grizzly bears 
rarely jump aboard. 

‘The next corner is 
Salt Lake. About here 
is where we usually meet 
the San Francisco ‘Seeing 
America’ car, eastbound. 
There she comes! Wave, 
everybody! Hello, Jim! 
Full house, eh? Ha, ha! 
Hold tight to your wives, 
gents; this is Salt Lake. 
No offense intended, of 
to any Mormon 
All religious 
faiths have their good 
points. That is the Great 
Salt Lake — that splash 
there. Drop out, anybody 
who likes, and dip a bot- 
tle of it; but don’t drop 
in, or you’ll be in a pretty 
pickle! Ha, ha! We are now over Salt 
Lake City—the City of the Saints. That 
large procession, looking like ants, is really 
a Mormon family taking the chikiren to the 
circus. This spire, with the gold angel on 
top, is the Temple. What’s that, sir? 
You’d like a piece of it? Of the angel? 
No, the attendant doesn’t carry it in stock. 

‘*Now I expect, before we are across the 
desert which lies ahead, some of us will 
wish we were over Milwaukee. Don’t 
drink that Missouri River water, lady. It’s 
a souvenir. All 
right, then; at 
your own risk. 
But we’ll be in 
San Francisco 
soon. No, sir, 
there is no danger 
of earthquakes 
this high up. 

‘* *Frisco, ’Fris- 
co! San Francis- 
co! Everybody 
out! Wait till the 
car stops, lady. 
Wait, wait! Not 
responsible for 
property left in 
the car. A check- 
room is provided 
in the _ station. 
Easy, Mike! All 
out, everybody 
out! Tothe right 
is Nob Hill, to the 
‘left the Chinese 
quarter; take your 
choice. One hour 
for refreshment, 
then we start 
back, over anen- 
tirely new but 
most enjoyable 
route, by way of 
New Orleans.”’ 


course, 
aboard. 
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A DOUBTFUL COMPLIMENT. 


Friend (to editor of humorous weekly) —‘‘ No, old man, laying all jokes 
aside, I think yours is the best comic paper published.’’ 


*““ Forget It.” 
' 
66 RGIVE and forget,’’ is a motto 
By which it is goodly to live. 
If first we but did the forgetting, 
No need would there be to forgive. 


What We'd All Like To Do. 

66 E-*OR HEAVEN'S sake!’’ we exclaim, © 

on seeing our friend emptying a 

small package of cayenne pepper over his 

coat. ‘‘What on earth are you doing that 
for’’’ 

“I’m going,’’ he tells us, between his 
clinched teeth, ‘‘to go into the washroom of 
the Bejinx Hotel, where that officious at- 
tendant always insists upon whacking you 
with a whiskbroom.”’ 


Tantalizing Girl. 


ARY had a little peach 
A-blooming in each cheek, 
But always kept them out of reach 
If kisses one did seek. 


A Blank Filled Correctly. 
66 HEN Lizzie Timms filled out her 
application blank to teach school, ”’ 
laughs the neighbor, ‘‘she wrote on the line 
asking what her age was, ‘My age is twenty 
years old.’ Wasn’t that a ludicrous mis- 
take?’’ 

**Oh, I don’t know. 
it. She was honest. She was giving th: 
age of her age, not of herself. She has 
claimed to be twenty for about that long.’’ 


You misunderstand 
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JUDGE’S FAVORITE. 

















LINA ABARBANELL, AS “ YVONNE,” 
IN “MADAME SHERRY.” 


Gee whiz' Oh, say, 
Ain’t it gay 

The way they pay 
To see you play. 


Each to His Own Game. 
a ingen was a pretty good trick you 
turned with that Easterner, Jim,’”’ 
says the Nevada boomer. ‘‘Sellin’ him ten 
town lots in the middle o’ Death Valley was 
sure scientific work !’’ 

*“*Mebbe so,’’ growls Jim. ‘‘Didn’t hear 
the rest o’ that, did ye? Say, that feller 
got me so convinced he was a nice little 
piece o’ open-face honesty that he got me 
to go back East with him an’ interduced me 
to his brother, an’ his brother sold me some 
choice city lots within easy walkin’ dis- 
tance o’ the Noo York city hall.’’ 

‘*What about that?’’ 

‘‘What about it? Easy walkin’ distance, 
all right—if you want to walk for ten 
days!’’ 

At Close Range. 
RINLKE, wrinkle, little star, 
Shows how old you really are; 


Through my lorgnette I can trace 
Furrows in your smiling face. 


JUDGE 


The Stranger in New York—Rejected 
Remarks. 
By R. W. SNEDDON. 
HE American is not so bad as he is 
painted. In fact, he is not painted at 
all. ° 
In New York they have no Apaches. 
They have only politicians and lawyers. 
In Europe I have never seen a good-look- 
ing American woman. 


A Slow Town. 


By WILLIAM J. LAMPTON. 

el eer about Philadelphia being a slow 
town!’’ said a real-estate man in 

New York. ‘‘I know one in New Jersey 
that has it walloped to a conclusion. You 
know there is money sometimes in cemetery 
lots, so I bought some acreage near this 
town—I won’t mention names—and laid 





In New York I have 
never seen one I could- 
n’t love if she’d let 
me. 

The American is a 
man in store clothing. 

In New York there 
is no class distinction, 
but Fifth Avenue does 
not speak to Tenth. 

You can always tell 
a New York girl—but 
not much. 

The New Yorker 
loves infinite variety. 
Only he calls it refined 
vaudeville. 

In Paris the restau- 
rateur smiles welcome 
and hands you the me- 
nu. In London he is 
content to serve you. 
In New York he despis- 
es you because you 
have an appetite. 

There are only two 
classes of Americans. 
Those who came over 
on the Mayflower, and 
those who came in 
yesterday; and of the 
two the latter is the 
noisiest in patriotism. 

The only antiques to 
be seen in New York are the horse cars and 
yesterday’s newspaper. 

There are more literary people in New 
York than in any other city in the world 
except London. How do they all exist? 
Why, by writing about each other. 

There is no person so hospitable as the 
New Yorker. Only he is apt to forget your 
name next morning. 


Gur Kewlh 




















HIS HOME AND HIS GARAGE. 


Between marriage 
and divorce there is 
only the honeymoon— 
at least, if we believe 
the newspapers. 

In New York all 
policemen are kings— 
copper kings. 


Crawford—‘‘This is 
a hard world.’’ 

Crabshaw--*‘T should 
say it was. If you 
hesitate you’re lost, 
while if you rush in 
you’re a fool. ’ 
















PARLOR SOCIALISM. 


The dear thing—*‘ I feel so sorry for the poor in winter. I would gladly 
give the very clothes from my back to relieve their suffering.’’ 


out just as nice a cemetery as the most 
fastidious could ask for. Prices for lots 
were simply scandalous, they were so low. 
That was more than a year ago, and, by 
Jove! I haven’t sold a lot since—not a lot. 
The people there haven’t got energy enough 
to die, that’s what’s the matter! Unless 
they begin to move in pretty soon, I’m go- 
ing to turn it into a cabbage patch.’’ 

‘*You won’t try to raise early cabbages 
on it, will you?’’ inquired a soft-voiced lit- 
tle man, who started off on the jump to 
catch the last ferry westward. 


Natural Calling. 


A WOMAN ought to be successful 

In clothing business, goodness knows! 
She certainly would be delighted, 

At any time, to show her clothes. 


Pity the Poor Esquimau. 
6¢’7PHIS will be a dull Christmas for the 
Esquimaux.’”’ 
‘“Why so?’’ 
‘‘There are no explorers in their country 
now to give them gumdrops.’’ 


PRIZE AWARDS JUDGE’S CAPTION CONTEST. 


Pe 


The caption for the illustration reproduced above having become “lost, strayed or stolen,” JUDGE announced that a prize of five dollars 


would be awarded to the sender of the best caption and that one dollar each would be given for the six next best captions. 
of the contest see article on the editorial page of this number. 


FIRST PRIZE 
“Oh for the Deacon’s One-Hoss Shay!” 


(With this quatrain for good measure. ) 


And she thought of the wonderful one-hoss 
shay 

That was built in such a logical way, 

It ran a hundred years to a day, 

Without breaking down in the usual way. 


Awarded to 
James W. Shipe, 
1030 Reagan St., 


Sunbury, P 


a. 


OTHER PRIZE AWARDS 


MOST PROFANE CAPTION 
(That postal authorities will let JuDGE 
print. ) 

“Beyond the Profanity Belt.” 

Rev. Frank S. C. Wicks, 

2041 Talbott Ave., 
Indianapolis, Ind. 
MOST SENTIMENTAL CAPTION 
“No Rose without a Thorn.” 
Mrs. Louis B. Robinson, 


Dorlands, Coolinge Lane, 
Folkestone, England. 


BEST LITERARY CAPTION 


When our great poet, Oliver Wadsworth 
Spearfellow, wrote the beautifully expres- 
sive sentence quoted below, he doubtless 
knew that at some time in the dim future 
‘*His Honor’’ would print the picture ap- 
propriate for such a sentiment. 

‘*His Honor’’ admits that the original 
caption for the picture in JupGeE for Sep- 
tember 17th had become “‘ lost, strayed or 
stolen.’’ I deny having stolen it, but will 
confess to having found it. Ibeg to return 
it to ‘‘ His Honor’”’ herewith: 


“The Course of True Love Never Did Run 
Smooth.” 
L. C. Pratt, 
402 Custom House, 
Portland, Oregon. 
WITTIEST CAPTION 
“Mishap and Miss Unhappy.” 
H. E. Ballou, 
3516 10th Ave. S. 
Minneapolis, Minn. 
MOST PRACTICAL CAPTION 
“’Tis Time To Re-tire” — the Thought of Each 
Dr. Carroll H. Frink, 
Suite 301-302 Masonic Temple, 
Jacksonville, Florida. 





For a description 


The award has been made as follows: 


BEST POETIC CAPTION 


‘*O Woman! in our hours of ease, 
Uncertain, coy, and hard to please... 
When pain and anguish wring the brow 
A ministering angel thou! ”’ 
Robert J. Shores, 
Editor of the Idler, 
(A magazine for Idle People), 
East Orange, N. J. 


A Few of the Many Other Good Captions 


| A Tire-Less Wait. 


A Present-Day Interpretation of “A Lady in Waiting.’ 
The Girl or the Auto. 

An Infernal Machine. 

After the First Cuss- Word. 


| Needed a Little 4 ce. 


A Lady or the Tire? 


| Giving a Man a Chance To Exvress Himself. 
| Same Old Story, “ Paired and Repaired.” 


“Baby Must Be Fed in Thirty Minutes.” 


| When the Hearts and Autos Go Wrong 


I Love Not Man the Less, but Nature More. 

A Re-Tiring Couple. 

The Only Time She Saw the Scenery. 

No Show for (Chauffeur) Him. 

“Oh for the Wings of the Dove !"’ 

On the Road to Man-delay. (With apologies to Kipling. 
No Wedding Bells for Him. 

“ Now—Let Him Swear.” 

One Peril of Eloping with Chauffeur. 

“She,” by Rider Haggard. 

Beyond the Voice of Wrathful Man. 

“I Love My Automobile, but Oh, You Puncture !’’ 
The Time, the Place, but the Wrong Man. 

“Why Didn’t I Take the Train.”’ 

An Interrupted Elopement. 

Where Nature Wins. 

How much I long to be back there, 


' But I think he needs the room to swear. 























Heroism. 


A woman is charged with bringing gems 
into this country imbedded in Gorgonzola 
cheese. Persons familiar with Gorgonzola 
cheese—and we don’t see how anybody can 
be—-will faintly appreciate the heroic meas- 
ures that customs officers are called upon 
to take at times in the pursuit of duty. 

Probably they worked in relays digging 
out the jewels—the asphyxiated being car- 
ried from the field as fast as they dropped, 
and fresh volunteers taking their places. 

But what’s the punishment that will fit a 
rime like that?—Cleveland Plain Dealer. 


The Pure Stuff. 


At least the snow is fresh and clean, 
And, when we get a lot, 

The Great Producer hands it out 
Without a rot or spot. 

We get it at our very doors, 
Delivery is free, 

And treatment to all customers 
Is white as white can be. 

And we may eat all we desire, 
In country and in town; 

For while the other stuff goes up, 
The snow keeps coming down. 

—New York Tribune. 


Interested. 


**What did the rhinoceros do when you 
tired at him?’’ asked the eager listener. 

‘‘He just stood still and watched me 
cun.’’— Washington Star. 


The Worm That Had Turned. 


Unsuccessful angler (bitterly)—‘‘I’m not 
surprised. I always thought those worms 
tasted rotten, myself.’’—Sketch. 


The Way Out 
FROM WEAKNESS TO POWER BY FOOD ROUTE. 


Getting the right start for the day’s work 
often means the difference between doing 
things in wholesome comfort or dragging 
along half dead all day. 

There’s more in the use of proper food 
than many people ever dream of—more’s 
the pity. 

‘‘Three years ago I began working ina 
general store,’’ writes a man, ‘‘and between 
frequent deliveries and more frequent cus- 
tomers I was kept on my feet from morning 
till night. 

‘‘Indigestion had troubled me for some 
time, and, in fact, my slight breakfast was 
taken more from habit than appetite. At 
first this insufficient diet was not noticed 
much, but at work it made me weak and 
hungry long before noon. 

‘*Yet a breakfast of rolls, fried foods, 
and coffee meant headaches, nausea, and 
kindred discomforts. Either way I was los- 
ing weight and strength, when one day a 
friend suggested that I try a ‘Grape-Nuts 
breakfast.’ 

“*So I began with some stewed fruit, 
Grape-Nuts and cream, a soft-boiled egg, 
toast, and acup of Postum. By noon I was 
hungry, but with a healthy, normal appe- 
tite. The weak, languid feeling was not 
there. 

‘*My head was clearer, nerves steadier 
than for months. To-day my stomach is 
strong, my appetite normal, my bodily 
power splendid, and head always clear.”’ 

Read ‘‘The Road to Wellville,’’ in pack- 
ages. ‘‘There’s a Reason.’’ 


Ever read the above letter? A new 
one appears from time to time. They 
are genuine, true, ana full of human 
interest. 











| 
In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 
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L’Envoi of the Christmas Shoppers. 
(With the customary apologies.) 
When earth’s last Christmas is over 
And the last exchange has been made, 


| When the last duty note has been written 


And the very last bill has been paid, 
We shall rest—indeed, we shall need it!— 
Buy no more for an eon or two, 
Till a model department store’s opening 
Shall set us to shop anew. 


And she that was poor shall be happy— 
She shall find what she wants in a trice; 

She shall make a no-duplicate purchase, 
At a middle-aisle-counter price. 

She shall find all the bargains to pick from— 
For husband and baby and all; 

She shall shop from morn until midnight, 
And never get stung at all. 


And all the salespeople shall hurry, 
And all the transfers shall be right, 
And no one shall trumpet us homeward, 
For the store will be open all night. 
And each in the joy of the shopping, 
And each in her separate aise, 
Shall buy the thing as she sees it, 
To suit the lords of the style. 
—Mary Katherine Woods, in Human Life. 


Something To Learn. 
Unfortunately we do not learn the value 


of staying where we belong till we have 
wandered where we don’t.—Blue Bull. 





















Léyptian 
Deities 


‘The Utmost in Cigarettes” 




















We don't count 
the cost when 
we make them. 
You wont when 
you smoke them 


Cork Tips or Plain 























THOUGHTFUL FOR OTHERS. 


Little girl—‘‘ Pleas:, sir, I’ve brought the remains of the medicine you gave grandfather. 


He’s dead, 


and mother thought you might like it for somebody else !’’—London Punch. 


Justifiable. 


Manager—‘‘What’s the leading lady in 
such a tantrum about?’’ 

Press agent—‘‘She only got nine bouquets 
over the footlights to-night. ’’ 
Manager—‘‘Great Scott! 

enough ?”’’ 
Press agent—‘‘ Nope! 
—Montreal Star. 


Ain’t that 


She paid for ten.’’ 


A Sure Seller. 


‘“‘What are you getting up for your 
Christmas number?’’ 

*‘Some great stuff!’’ said the magazine 
editor. ‘*‘We will have an article on pella- 
gra, a study of the jail system, something 
on the isolation of typhoid germs, and a 
red-blood expose of the way our axle grease 
is being ee ey Post. 


Mothers will find Mrs. Winslow's Soothing Syrup the 
best remedy for their children. 25c. a bottle. 








The Real Test. 


‘Dobbins is a promising man in the com- 
ing campaign.’’ 

‘*Ah, but Jobbins has more chance; he’s 
a paying one.’’—Baltimore American. 


Pears’ 


“ A scowling look is alto- 
gether unnatural.” 

All the features of Pears’ 
Soap are pleasing. A natu- 
rally good* soap for the 
complexion. 





Sold by the cake andin boxes. 





JUDGE 


hile Foc. 


“ The 


World’s Best Table Water’’ 


From 


America’s Most Famous Spring 


Waukesha, Wis. 


Put up only in NEW Sterilized Bottles 





GONE BUT NOT FORGOTTEN. 


** Hello, old pal ! 


What time is it * "’ 


“* Why, is n’t your watch going ?”’ 


** No, it’s gone.’’ 


*‘Johnny,’’ said the minister reprovingly, 
as he met an urchin carrying a string of 
fish one First Day afternoon, ‘‘did you catch 
those to-day?”’ 

‘*Ye-yes,  sir,"” answered Johnny. 
‘“‘That’s what they got for chasin’ worms 
on Sunday.’’—Chicago News. 


Champagne 
—better than 


The Quick Way 


The get-rich-quick man ordered wine 
And bade his chauffeur wait a while, 
And then sat gayly down to dine 
On richest foods in splendid style. 
And men there were who envied him 
And wondered at his fortune rare; 
They found the going hard and grim, 
Beset with sorrow and despair. 


The get-rich-quick man didn’t work; 
His schemes brought money rolling in. 
He used to chortle, with a smirk, 
It was an easy thing to win. 
But men there were who plodded on 
And honestly essayed to climb 
The heights of fame, and every one 
Was busy struggling all the time. 


The get-rich-quick man had the best 
Of everything to drink and eat. 
He merely had to dodge arrest; 
But that was something of a feat. 
And one fine day detectives came 
And threw him in a prison cell. 
They ‘‘busted’’ up his little game, 
And then you should have heard him yell! 
Detroit Free Press. 


Mother—‘‘I jist got a letter from 
Ephraim sayin’ as how he’s took up fencin’ 
in college.’’ 


Father—‘‘Rail, stone, or barb?’’—Cor- 


nell Widow. 


Every lover of a 


cocktail should call for 
Abbott's Bitters. bes 


es the t. 





His Way of Getting Even. 


**You know that fellow, Jim McGroarty, 
the lad that’s always comin’ up an’ thump- 
in’ ye on the chest an’ yellin’, ‘How are 
ye?’”’ 

**I know him.”’ 

“I'll bet he’s smashed twinty cigars for 
me—some o’ thim clear Havannys—but I’! 
get even with him now.’’ 

**How will ye do it?”’ 

**T’ll tell ye. Jim always hits me over 
the vest pocket where I carry me cigars. 
He’ll hit me there just once more. There’s 
no cigar in me vest pocket this mornin’. 
Instead of it there’s a stick of dynamite, 
d’ye mind!’’—Cleveland Plain Dealer. 


Political. 


Ma is an insurgent, 
Pa is standin’ pat, 
Sister’s a progressive, 
I’m a Democrat. 
Sandy is a Socialist, 
Janey wants to vote, 
Buster isn’t anything— 
Buster’s just a goat. 
—Pratt Union. 





“The Little "> 


Brown Box” § 


tue @. 4 CAMBRIDGE 95, 1; 
RAL 2° in boxes of ten a 
fia: AMBASSADOR 35, | 


Philip Morris | 
“<* Cigarettes | 


Have the entree to the L 


most exclusive circles. 
In Cork and Plain Tips 


ry 


SAINT PAUL HOTEL 


SIXTIETH ST. & COLUMBUS AVENUE 
NEW YORK 
New 11-Story Fireproof Hotel, Beautifully Furnished 


One block from Central Park, Columbus 
Circle, Subway, and 6th and 9th Ave. “L” 
Stations. All surface lines pass or transfer 
direct to hotel. Telephone in every room. 


100 Rooms, use of bath, $1.00 per day 
150 Rooms, private bath, $1.50 per day 
Suites, parlor, bedroom, bath, 
$2.50 and upward 
Restaurant a la Carte. 
JOHN W. WHEATON, Proprietor 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 

















Same Coming and Going. 


Robert, aged four, is the center of an ad- 
miring househoid, which includes grand- 
mother and a baby sister. 

One morning at the breakfast table the 


boy seemed to be deeply meditating about 


something. 

‘*What’s on your mind, son?’’ asked his 
father. 

“‘IT was just thinking about grandma and 
baby,’’ the lad replied. 
baby’s teeth are coming in and that grand- 
ma’s teeth are coming out, and as far as I 


can see both of their mouths look alike to | 


me.’’—Youngstown Telegram. 


Attempting Too Much. 


He sang a tender ballad, 
And every eye was wet— 

‘*When you know you’re not forgotten 
By the girl you can’t forget.’’ 

But when he tried a higher note 
Than any heard before, 

That brutal crowd did whoop aloud 
And pound upon the floor. 

—Birmingham Age-Herald. 


Fond of Music. 


‘*She seems to be very fond of music. 

**Yes, indeed. You’ll always find her at 
the piano when her mother is washing the 
dishes.’’—Detroit Free Press. 


Don’t Stay Fat 


$1.00 Box Free’ 





“No Longer Any Fx- 
cuse To Be Too Fat. 
Try Kellogg's Safe F: at 
Reducer, As Did,’ 
Says Ada Rayner. 


FREE, positively free a $1.00 box of Kellogg’s Safe 
Fat Reducer, to every sufferer from fat, just to prove 
that it actually reduces you to normal, does it safely, 
and builds up your health at the same time. 

Free Package Offer. 


Fill out the blank lines below with your name and 
address today and mail to me enclosing 10c in silver or 
stamps as an evidence of good faith and to help cover 
postage and packing, and by return mail you will re- 
ceive a $1.00 package prepaid. F. J. KELLOGG, 3506 


Kellogg Bidg., Battle Creek, Michigan. 
i neskssckeeeyen . 


ADDRESS ......... . 






Worn all day long. do not leave that burning 
sensation the old fashioned rubber does. Whi.e 
they protect the sole from the cold and wet pave- 
ments, they allow the feet to breathe. 
EVERYBODY NEEDS EVERSTICKS. 


Always for saie where good shoes are sold. 


ACCEPT NO SUBSTITUTES. 


THE ADAMS & FORD CO. 
CLEVELAND, 0. 










None genuine with- 
out THIS cord. 
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which was the one word, 


think it was! 


y do drink, drink Tr; 


a 


j 


Mb fea» 


“This is the time of the year 
For good wishes and good cheer ; 


So fill up 


The loving cup 
And toast all those we hold dear.” 


WHITE, HENTZ & CO 
Phila. and New York 


Humorous Tit-Bits 
Dr. Wines, principal of a boys’ school, 


, just before he went on his holiday, had oc- 
casion to cane a pupil, and it is to be sup- 
posed did the work thoroughly. 


The lad took his revenge in a way that 


the doctor himself could not help laughing 
at. 


Dr. Wines’s front door bore a plate on 
‘“Wines.’’ 
The boy wrote an addition to this in big 


inscription ran: ‘‘Wines and other 


Bob Footlite (actor)—‘‘Failure? I should 
The whole play was ruined.’”’ 
She—-‘‘Gracious! How was that?’’ 


Whiskey 
Green Label. 








letters, so that when the doctor came home | 
the 
lickers.’’ 


Bob Footlite—‘‘Why, at the end of the | 


last act a steam-pipe burst and hissed me 
off the stage.”’ 


Cheap Jack—‘‘ You must not be surprised, 


ladies and gentlemen, that my medicine is 
not recommended by the medical profession; 
for if the whole world took it, the doctors 
would have no work to do.’’ 


Opposition Cheap Jack (at other corner) 
‘‘T guess not; but the undertakers would 


be working overtime.’”’ 


‘‘Prosperity has ruined many a man,’’ 


remarked the moralizer. 


‘*Well,’’ rejoined the demoralizer, ‘‘if I 


was going to be ruined at all, I’d want 


prosperity to do it.’ 





Sliced Oranges with adash of Abbott's Bitters are 
appetizing and healthful. Sample by mail, 25 cts. 
in stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore. Md. 


A Pittsburgh Observation. 


‘*What shall we say of Senator Smugg?’’ 
‘Just say he was always faithful to his 


trust.’’ 


‘*And shall we mention the name of the | 


trust?’’—-Pittsburgh Observer. 


Exchange of Gifts. 


‘My wife gave me a dining-room rug for 
Christmas.’”’ 

‘*And what did you give her?’’ 

“IT got her a_ shotgun. 
Courier-Journal. 


’’__Louisville | 
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In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 


ESTABLISHED 
1793 


AT ALL FBT. CLASS OFTAL ERS 


Judge 
is published weekly by the 
LESLIE-JUDGE COMPANY, 
225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 


WESTERN ADVERTISING OFFICE: 
Marquette Building, Chicago, Ill. 


Entered at New York as Second-class Mail Matter 


One year, or 52 numbers - - $5.00 
Six months, or 26 numbers - - 2.50 
Thirteen weeks - - - . 1.25 


Subscriptions payable in a advance by draft on 
New York, or by express or postal order, not by 
yn checks which are at a discount in New York 

ity. 

Postage free in the United States, its dependen- 
cies, and Mexico. To Canadian Provinces add 50 
cents a year for postage ; to all foreign countries 
add $1.C0 a year. 

EurRoPEAN AGENTS— International Newa Com- 
pany, Bream’s Building, Chancery Lane, E. C. Lon- 
don; Brentano's, Avenue de l’Opera, Paris ; Saar- 
bach's News Exchange, 16 John Street, Adelphi, 
London; 56 Rue de la Victoire, Paris; 1 Clara 
Strasse, Mainz, Germany. 

Subscriptions and advertising for all the publica- 
tions of Leslie-Judge Company will be taken at 
regular rates at any of the above offices. 

The contents of JUDGE are protected by copyright 
in both the United States and Great Britain. 

mtributors must include a stamped and self- 
dressed envelope with all manuscripts, otherwise 
return of the latter when found unavailable can- 
not be guaranteed. We receive such material, sub- 
mitted for publication, only on condition that we 
shall not be held responsible for its loss or injury 
while in our hands or in transit. 

If JUDGE cannot be found at any news-stand, the 
publishers will be under obligations if that fact be 
promptly reported on postal card or by letter. 

BACK NUMBERS: Present year, 10 cents per 
copy ; 1909, 20 cents ; 1908, 30 cents, etc. 





VARICOSE VEINS, ™?72°* 


are completely cured with inexpensive home tre: a 
It absolutely removes the pain. swelling. tiredness and 
disease. Full particulars on receipt of stamp. 

W. F. Young, P. D. F., 115 Temple St., Springfield. Mass. 


HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE 
Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 
Branch Warehouse, 20 Beekman Street, New York 
ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER. 

ROMEIKE’ Sr Press Cutting Bureau will send you 

all newspaper clippings which may 
appear about you, your friends, or any subject on 
which you may want to be “up to date.” Every 
newspaper and periodical of importance in the Uni- 
ted States and Europe is searched. Terms, $5.00 for 


100 notices. HENRY ROMEIKE, 110-112 West 26th 
Street, New York. 


sat LAUGH WITH 


DECEMBER SJS HOPKINS 


NUMBER 
10c 











ALL NEWSDEALERS. 
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